THE GREAT REWARD. I. POETRY

described by Dr. Bradley as being due, in part at
least, to the frequent occurrence of images of dark-
ness and night, or rather of black night broken by
flashes of light and colour ; and that colour was
especially the colour of blood.1

* Blood, Blood, Blood !' these dreadful images,
these awful metaphors, keep muttering s Blood' in
a kind of undersong all through the play. Macbeth
sees gouts of blood on the imaginary dagger before
Duncan's murder; blood on his own hands after-
wards, blood that not all the green ocean could wash
away, but would rather stain the multitudinous sea
with red ; he invokes the * bloody and invisible *
hand of night before Banquo's murder; c there's
blood upon thy face !' he whispers to the murderer
at the banquet afterwards, and says, e Never shake
thy gory locks at me !' to the ghost of Banquo.

// will have blood} they say ; blood will have blood,

he cries, when the guests have departed ; and in
the cavern scene, where the apparition ofe a bloody
child' bids him * be bloody, bold, and resolute/ still
the blood-boltered Banquo smiles in awful derision
upon him.

Lady Macbeth too is haunted by images of blood ;
cannot wash the smell of it from her hand ; while
Malcolm and Macduff in England lament the
bleeding of their country under the f bloody-
scepter'd tyrant' ; and Lennox prays for feasts and
banquets freed from e bloody knives *; and as

1 Shakespearean Tragedy, p. 335.